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the people there were called the Kelefomin, and they lived
beside the river Takin, which flowed north! This was just the
information Champion needed. The Takin was certainly one
of the headwaters of the Sepik, and now he knew the name it
might be possible to persuade some native to guide him to it.
Champion decided to return at once to the base camp for
supplies, and then if the carriers were fit to make an effort to
reach the Takin. But by the time he had reached the base the
carriers were footsore, and scarcely half a dozen were fit for
work. One of the men had pleurisy and had to be carried. So
Champion had to return home just as Karius had done. On
June 11 he reached a point where it was possible to build rafts
and start off down river.

Two miles from the starting-point the river curled round a
high wall of limestone, opposite which was a shingle beach.
Champion hoped that the rafts would be able to steer to this
beach, but he found this was impossible, and the raft crashed
into the wall. One of the native policemen pushed the raft off
before it could sink, and soon they had gained the beach. The
next raft carrying the food crashed likewise, and two of the men
were flung to the deck. The raft veered to the left into a swirl-
ing backwater of floating debris and then had to be slowly
warped round the edge of the wall with lines of rattan. It took
two hours to clear this obstacle.

All next day they struggled along over rapids and round
rocky islets. Then they came to a place where the river
branched round a large island. The river was swollen by rain,
and they were hurtled along at fifteen miles an hour, the heavy
rafts bobbing up and down like corks as they were sucked into
the whirlpools. Champion noticed that the right-hand fork was
full of snags over which the water splashed in white spray. He
tried to steer towards the other fork, but was carried by the
current on to the point of the island. The next raft careered
past and then suddenly buckled up as she struck a hidden snag.
The third swept past like a floating leaf, missed the stranded
raft by inches, and disappeared down the river. Fortunately, it
was possible to salvage the rice bags on the stranded rafts, and
two hours of pushing and hauling saw one of them released.
The other raft had to be dismantled and taken through the